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daren't show his nose;' and he took his ship through in safety,
and led the way for the English fleet.

' The enemy,' wrote the French Governor, astounded and
alarmed by this exploit, 'have passed sixty ships of war
where we dare not risk a vessel of 100 tons by night or day.1

Having disembarked his troops on the Isle of Orleans,
Wolfe gazed across the water at the great rocks upon which
the city of Quebec was perched, and studied with an anxious
eye the dispositions of the enemy he was about to attack.
Probably it was only then that he realized the stupendous task
he was attempting.

Facing him, across the broad stream of the river St. Law-
rence, was the Beauport shore, a long stretch of low-lying
ground washed by a tide hiding the dangerous shoals which
prevented any large vessels from coasting its banks. Here,
from the river St. Charles to the Falls of Montmorenci, a
distance of about thirty miles, a long line of earthworks had
been raised, behind which the bulk of the French army lay
entrenched. To the extreme right of the Beauport shore, with
the Falls of Montmorenci on his flank, the French General
De L6vis had established his headquarters, immediately facing
the Isle of Orleans, where Wolfe had disembarked his troops.
Ten miles to the left were the headquarters of Montcalm him-
self, and close to the citadel of Quebec was De Vaudreuil, the
Governor, with his portion of the army. Then, as Wolfe's
eyes travelled along this panorama, noting the long lines of
troops behind the earthworks and the gun batteries dotted
along the whole length of the Beauport shore, his gaze was
arrested by the high cliffs four miles to his left, rising sharply
above the river, where the city of Quebec was perched upon a
great rocky eminence which served as a natural fortress.
Behind the city itself the cliffs rose higher and steeper to form
Cape Diamond. In the June sunshine the roofs and spires of
the cathedral and churches, the white houses, the turrets of a
cMteau or hospital, the gables of a convent, stood out clear cut
against the clear sky. But to Wolfe, no doubt, the wonderful